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DANIEL SCHUBART.

THE enthusiastic discontent so manifest in the Robbers has by some
been in part attributed to Schiller's intercourse with Schubart. This
seems as wise as the hypothesis of G-ray's Alderman, who, after half a
century of turtle-soup, imputed the ruin of his health to eating two
unripe grapes: "he felt them cold upon his stomach, the moment they
were over; he never got the better of them." Schiller, it appears, saw
Schubart only once, and their conversation was not of a confidential
kind. For any influence this interview could have produced upon the
former, the latter could have merited no mention here: it is on other
grounds that we refer to him. Schubart's history, not devoid of interest
in itself, unfolds in a striking light the circumstances under which
Schiller stood at present; and may serve to justify the violence of his
alarms, which to the happy natives of our Island might otherwise
appear pusillanimous and excessive. For these reasons we subjoin a
sketch of it.

Schubartfs character is not a new one in literature; nor is it strange
that his life should have been unfortunate. A warm genial spirit; a
glowing fancy, and a friendly heart; every faculty but diligence, and
every virtue but " the understrapping virtue of discretion :" such is fre-
quently the constitution of the poet; the natural result of it also has
frequently been pointed out, and sufficiently bewailed. This man was
one of the many who navigate the ocean of life with " more sail than,
ballast; " his voyage contradicted every rule of seamanship, and neces-
sarily ended in a wreck.

Christian Friedrich Daniel Schubart was born at Obersontheim in
Swabia, on the 26th of April, 1739. His father, a well-meaning soul,
officiated there in the multiple capacity of schoolmaster, precentor, and